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have begun my formal education at Harvard University. Some
method would have been found to finance it. But, believing this to
be a very important occasion, I had wanted to make a favourable
impression, and in doing so unwittingly created a false one. The
dean, probably thinking anyone wearing expensive clothing and
living in an expensive hotel must be in easy circumstances, said
nothing about scholarships, loans or part-time jobs; and while I
had gone rather thoroughly into the manner of aiding the Cuban
revolutionists, I could not bring up the subject of assisting dis-
tressed students.
Continuing, he asked a number of questions which seemed to
have little or no bearing on the matter in hand; then found some
copies of former examinations which he said gave an idea of their
scope. He hastened to add that I should by no means limit myself
to learning the answers, nor should I take too seriously the claims
of coaching schools; doubtless a certain amount of information for
emergency use could be crammed into the heads of backward or
dilatory students, but knowledge so gained added nothing to one's
sound education. And, finally, he thought if I studied industriously
and wisely I could pass all the tests. If I failed I would doubtless
make enough credits to enter the university in September, and one
term there would qualify me for the medical school.
I had looked forward to this interview with considerable appre-
hension; another dean whom I had bearded in his den had taken
my ten-dollar matriculation fee and thrown me out. And I
recognized the same slightly fetid odour, thinly disguised with
carbolic, that had permeated the medical school in St. Louis.
There was, however, a decided difference; even the smell of these
laboratories and dissecting rooms had a faintly aromatic quality,
reminding me of ships9 holds and tropical cargoes. In the lecture
room I had visualized this dean as another Captain O'Brien, giving
his peremptory orders in purest Bostonese. But here in the privacy
of his office Ms gracious manner was that of another Dr. Moffett,
confirmed by something which was lacking in that unfortunate
man. His easy-going assurance was both disarming and contagious;
while in his presence it seemed a small matter to study all summer
in the hope of beginning a four-year course of further study in the
fall, costing ten or twelve hundred dollars a year> with less than
one hundred dollars remaining of the three hundred I had received
upon leaving the Dauntless.
Promising to return at an earjy date, I went back to the hotel*